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One 


Author's Notes: 
| stole the title from an episode of "My So-Called Life" 


| suppose it was my fault because | touched him first, but | couldn't help it. It was back in Indiana, of course. 
Everything started in Indiana, 


He was beautiful, that goes without saying. That straight red hair, his eyes, that strange green that almost 
matched the odd hazel of my eyes. We were in my bedroom that time, | think We were always in my bedroom 
or on the edges of fountains at parks or flying along dirt roads in junk cars. But that time, some late summer 
day when everything outside was the color of dirt and wheat, and he was leaning back against the bed, legs 
outstretched on the worn rug. | touched his hair because the color drove me crazy, and the straight 


smoothness of it drove me crazy, and all my resistance had been worn away. He let me touch him, let me feel 


the hard bone beneath his soft hair. 


He caught my hand in his strong grasp and | thought he would twist it right at the wrist and pull me off the 
bed and hit me for touching him. I'd seen him hit plenty of people for less. But he didn't. He just held it and 


then craned his neck around so he could look at me, and | didn't expect the look in his eyes. It was scared and 
hopeful and full of desire. | licked my lips and gently pulled my hand from him and backed up on my bed. What 


had | wanted? | didn't know. Resistance? A beating? But | never expected what came next. 


He climbed up on the bed with me and | watched him like a cat. Axl was braver than anyone | had ever known, 
He yelled at teachers and punched anyone who looked at him funny and shouted at cops. He quit school because 
it bored him. | breathed shallowly and watched him approach, crawling toward me on the bed. 


"Hey," he said, the word slow and stretched out, and | felt like | couldn't blink | licked my lips as he came 


closer, our noses almost touching. So close | could see the light freckles that covered his face. 


He leaned in and kissed me, his lips strong against mine, pressing and forcing my mouth to open, and | felt the 
invasion of his tongue. | flicked his tongue away with mine and then tangled it up with his when it wouldn't go 
away. | felt like | couldn't breathe and that my heart would beat so hard that it would suddenly stop. He kept 
kissing me and kept coming toward me, pressing his whole body against mine, and | pushed against him with the 
palms of both hands but his weight coming at me was too much, and | let him fall against me. 


Of course | wanted that, and | thought about that while he lay against me as we smoked, our first breech of 
heterosexuality behind us. | smoothed his red hair with one hand like he was my pet, and he buried his face in 


my chest. 


| wanted to do that for a long time," he said in the doorway to my room, his arms around my neck like we 


were at a junior high dance, and he leaned his forehead against mine and then he kissed me again. 


"Yeah," | said, because for me it wasn't as formed as that. Had | wanted to kiss him? Do anything sexual with 
him? Was that my intention? My intentions were vague. All| knew was that | thought he was more beautiful 
than any girl | had ever seen, including the ones on TV. and in magazines. All | knew was that the summer heat 


had burned the moisture out of every blade of grass and his copper rust colored hair was driving me mad, it 


hurt to look at it, so | had to touch it just that once. 


When he left | leaned against the door to my room and then slid down it, hugging my knees. What now? | didn't 
know what to think. Maybe it would be a fluke, a onetime thing, like an experiment. Maybe we'd forget it and 
bury it with days of smoking and drifting along back roads. 


The next time | saw Axl things were back to normal, and | breathed a deep sigh of relief as | inhaled on my 
cigarette, watching him talk to other people, his eyes only once in a while flicking over to mine. That night, 
driving in my old boat car, sharing a joint, he told me he didn't want to go home. | looked down for a moment, 
closed my eyes and saw the black and blues on his arms and chest and stomach from the beatings he used to 
get. | wondered if it was still happening, but his arms in his sleeveless shirt weren't bruised. Still, if he didn't 


want to go home it was understandable. | shrugged and drove past his house to mine. 


It was the same, the slam of the car doors, stumbling up the steps to the kitchen, in through the house, my 


parents sleeping, their sleep heavy in the air somehow. He followed me up the back stairs to my room. Then it 


all changed. After | flicked on the light he pushed me toward the bed, his eyes lit from within, strange green 
glow. | was on the bed on my back and he was on top of me, kissing me hungrily, like he had waited since the 


last kiss to do it again 


Two 


Indiana. The relentless churning boredom, everything dry and faded. For a while there | was feeling confused 
regarding Axl, so | ignored it. | didn't ignore him, that wasn't possible. Not with his beauty and his yearning and 
his constant need and desire that trapped me in the corners of my room and behind cornfields and in the 


backs of cars. No, | was ignoring something in my own mind, and that worked for a while, | guess. 


If other people were around he acted the same way he used to, kind of crazy, kind of funny, fearless. When we 
were alone thats when it changed. That's when he tilted his head and looked over at me. That's when he would 


cling to me like he'd never want to let go. He was so needy. So..so insatiably needy. 


"Axl, hey, hey," I'd say, trying to push him away from me in my room, but he'd put his head down and just 
barrel into me, making me rock back on my feet. His hair was getting longer then, it just barely touched the 


collar of his shirt, and it was always smooth and cool under my hand. 


"What?" he'd murmur, his voice deep. And | wouldn't know, as his hands ran over my sides, as his hands 


tangled in my hair, as his mouth clamped down on mine, forcing his tongue inside. 


He wanted to go so far so fast, and | had to hold back. | loved him, there was no question about that. He was 
like a tornado in my life, digging up the tree roots and upending the houses. | remembered the times he came 
over my house after a beating, his ribs bruised and his eyes burning with anger. | didn't know what to do with 


him then and | didn't know what to do with him as he groped me in dark corners and down back alleys. 


| didn't like boys like that, but he wasn't the same as other boys. He was so pretty, so damaged, so hurt and 
angry and smart and compelling. | was drawn to him, like a lot of people were. | was a little moth melting in the 


flame. 


But | ran, too. The gay thing was a big deal, it wasn't acceptable, not even in my own mind, but | couldn't help 
caving into him, letting him do what he wanted to. | liked the way his pale skin looked against mine, | liked the 
way he felt, all skinniness and bones, delicate despite the way he fought. 


One night, wine wearing down whatever inhibitions he might have had, the air outside getting September cool, 
he clung to me in the dimness of my room. When | moved, he moved, and | had to open my mouth to accept 
his tongue and flick it away. He smelled like the cheap detergent his mother used on his clothes, and he smelled 
like cinnamon and sweat. 

‘Izzy, please," he said, his voice deep and catching, cracking around the edges. 


"What?" | said between kisses, between trying to push him away. 


"Fuck me, okay, Izzy? Please." The relentless kisses, the relentless momentum of him. | pushed him off of me 
but it was no use. | couldn't do that. Kissing was one thing, groping in dark rooms and hand jobs and blowjobs 


when | was too drunk to care were one thing, but not that. 
"Um, Axl, | don't know...” 


| could tell myself there was no fighting him, there was no way to not be pulled under by him, there was no 
way to escape him. And a part of me wanted to do that, to penetrate him and own him and treat him like a 
girl. There was something very feminine about him, something fragile and inescapable. | knew | would end up 
doing what he wanted. 


I'd never done that with a guy, neither had he, and | didn't know it was different from fucking girls. You had to 
be more careful, and | wasn't. | pushed into him too hard and he bit back a scream and swore at me and | saw 
the pain in his eyes and | brushed his hair off his forehead and kissed his mouth softly. 

‘lm sorry, I'm sorry.." | said, going more slowly. 

Slow was better, treating him like a breakable thing was better, and he relaxed and closed his eyes and | 
watched his breathing speed up, his lips parted. Uggh, he was so beautiful, his autumn red hair perfect against 


the porcelain skin. 


Afterward, both of us sleepy and wrapped up in each other's arms on my bed, | touched his hair and traced 
his eyebrows. He closed his eyes, a little smile on his lips. 


"Did it hurt?" | said, knowing it did. 
"Yeah," he said, his eyes opening, the green color startling this close. 


"Then why did you want to do it?" | said, and he shrugged and turned away, and | grabbed him around the 


waist and pulled him closer to me, feeling him relax into me. We both fell asleep. 


Three 


It was graduation. | graduated, Axl didn't. He didn't seem to care, but | needed that piece of paper that said | 
had moved on. My parents seemed sort of proud, drinking beers and raising them to me, and | smiled and 


slinked off. 


It had been a whole school year of sneaking around with Axl, or of having him attack me whenever we were 
alone. | was trying to back off, but it was hard when it had never been me in the first place. He was like 


candy, sweet sugary junk you'd feel better about if you could leave alone. 


| wasn't completely innocent. | went places where | knew he'd go, where | knew we'd be alone. | went to the 
deserted fields and the abandoned houses and the empty parks at twilight, and | hung out in my room, just 


waiting for him to arrive. 


Sometimes | couldn't resist him and would drag him off, away from bonfire parties to where we could be alone, 
and l'd let him kiss me with that hunger that he had, with that desperateness where you knew everything 
would never be enough. Sometimes I'd push him away just to see the hurt look in his eyes and hear the 


pleading in his tone. 


"Izzy," he said, tracing my rings with his fingertips. We were lying on my bed, the heat in the room stifling and 
too heavy for us to move. | watched him and noticed how his long hair fell over one eye. | noticed how his hair 


looked dull and almost light brown in the dimness of my room. 


"Yeah?" | said, wanting to touch him but holding back. These were the last days, | knew it. | was gonna take off 
for good. | was gonna go to LA. He didn't know this yet. | didn't know if | should tell him or just go. 


"Nothing," he said, and even in this dim light | noticed the bruises on his arms. Did he get in a fight | didn't 
know about? That seemed unlikely. | saw the imprint of fingers on his arm, it was seared into his pale flesh 


with blood. Was he still getting beaten? Still? Even at I8 years old? 
"Hey," | said, tilting his chin up so he'd look at me, "what happened?" 
"What?" he said, pulling away, looking down again, his fingertips touching the metal of my rings. 


"This," | said, and gripped his arm lightly so my hand fit where the imprints were. He looked at his arm with 
my hand gripping it so lightly, and | saw the little crack of sadness and rage in his expression, then it was gone 
and he shrugged, brushing my hand away. 


| leaned over him, traced his eyebrows and then down to the tip of his nose. He gazed at me and | saw his 
pupils dilate. | leaned over and covered his mouth with mine, our tongues touching. My other hand was on his 
chest and | felt his quick heartbeat, | watched his eyes slowly close. | was sorry he didn't graduate and sorry 


he was getting into more and more fights when he went out and | was sorry that he was still getting beaten 


at home. | was sorry for everything, and | trailed my hand down from his chest to his stomach to the button 
of his jeans, and he shifted, lifting his hips just a little. 


The taste of him was sweet, like cigarettes and apples, and | couldn't help it that he was so beautiful, with 
that pale skin and red hair and his high cheekbones. | couldn't help it that he was so sweet and so volatile and 
so needy and so hurt. | kissed the bruises on his arms, | traced the bruises on his ribs. | pulled on his earlobe 
with my front teeth. He moaned and arched his back. | tugged his jeans down and off. We were better at 
having sex now, | knew how not to hurt him. | watched closely as his breathing deepened and slowed, as his 


eyes moved beneath his eyelids. | went into him slow enough so he wouldn't tense up. 


After, he curled up and into me. He was soft and sleepy, and | had flipped the bedside lamp on and the bruises 
on him were sharp against his skin My eyes flicked over to my guitar propped up in the corner of my room 


and | kissed him behind his ear. 


"Hmmmmm," he said, sounding content and happy, for now. For the brief moment. It would go away again. | was 
gonna leave. | couldn't drown here with him. 


He had left sometime during the night. | woke up alone. The morning sunlight made it through my window and 
onto the floor. | licked my dry lips and felt the relief of graduating from school. That part of my life wasn't 


holding me down anymore. The only thing holding me down was Axl. 


It was time to go. | couldn't be sucked into this dysfunctional relationship with him anymore. | threw some 
things into a bag and | tucked the wad of money | had from dealing pot into my little black boot. | walked to the 
bus station and tried not to feel too bad about not telling Axl a thing. He'd figure it out. 


Four 


LA. was hot. Dirty, grimy, hot. The palm trees were so different from what | was used to. | found bands, punk 
dirty bands to be a part of, and then they'd implode, the members falling into heroin. They'd nod out during 
performances. But | was starting to do it, too. 


During the day | slept in my clothes, my yellow pants clinging to me like a second skin. | felt the scrape of my 
boots against the skin of the mattress. | had my guitar propped up in the corner of these run down slums. But 
this was better than being trapped back in Indiana in Axl's embrace. 


Axl. Sometimes | couldn't get him out of my head. | could close my eyes and see the flat shine of his red hair, 
his green eyes and all the emotion in them. Damn it. I'd wanted to leave. Sometimes | imagined what it would be 
like if he was out here, too. He could sing. Before he left school he'd sing in the choir using a million voices, and 
not the baritone he was supposed to be singing in, the different tenors and sopranos coming from the wrong 


section. He'd sing in church, not that | ever went. But | knew he did. 


| shook my head, feeling the tightness of my clothes, the stifling heat of the run down rooms. The glare of 
sunlight off my guitar hurt my eyes. | was gone and | was better off. I'd wanted to be gone for years. There 
was something in Indiana that made me itchy and restless. | knew | didn't have it half as bad as Axl did, my 
parents were benignly neglectful. Axl, with all his bruises and the way he'd flinch if someone moved too fast. | 


breathed out slowly. It was over, that part of my life was over now. 


| was like a vampire only rising at night. When the neon lights over the bars would flicker on I'd get up, feeling 
the bones of my ribs because | didn't have money to eat. | managed to have money for drugs. I'd watch the 
smoke rise off the aluminum foil and I'd inhale it, waiting for it to go through my lungs to my blood to my 


brain. 


I'd search through the want ads in the backs of guitar magazines for bands looking for guitarists or 
drummers. I'd scrape together change and call them from payphones, the glass covered in graffiti, the 


indecipherable black marks of the gangs. 


Sometimes I'd sit at bars, a neat shot of whisky by my right hand, my straight black hair falling across my 
eyes. The rope necklaces with the little stones on them felt like they were choking me. | didn't have any 
delusions of grandeur or any hope of making it big. | just wanted to jam in a band at night and do drugs during 
the day, lose myself with the women around here, their short skirts and teased up hair stirring a sleeping 
longing in me. Girls were better, their soft skin and soft lips and the fullness of their curves, the dip and swell 
of their hips and legs and breasts. They were better than Axl and his hard lines and his narrow hips, those 


narrow hips that thrust up toward me, wanting and demanding more. 


My life went like that for months, jamming with bands with people I'd never met before, tanned blond surfer 
boys who were slowly losing the tan as they spent most of their waking hours in dark clubs at night, 
transplants from Florida and Massachusetts and New York, lured to LA. by some crazy idea of fortune, of 


Hollywood walks of fame and award shows. 


Only sometimes did | think about Axl and wondered what he was doing. | could guess. It wasn't hard. He was 
getting into fights and drinking too much and getting arrested, his wrists moving in the small circles the tight 
handcuffs would allow. He was glaring at people. He was yelling and screaming and fighting, he was taking chairs 
and smashing them through windows. If he wasn't kicked out of his house by now he was getting beat by his 
stepfather and struggling against an avalanche of self-righteous rhetoric. 


The only time | could lose myself was when | was playing music. The drugs were reaching a level that wasn't 
fun anymore. They were requiring too much work. | had to get the money for them and get them just to 
stave off the withdrawals. LA. itself was grating on my nerves, the dusty palm trees feeling so foreign, the 
buzz of the neon lights hurting my ears. 


| played drums in one band, liking the constant motion of my forearms to bring the sticks down, liking the way 
the drum kit protected me from the glare of the spotlight. | saw the few people in the audience talking over 


their rum and cokes and beers, barely noticing us at all. | liked this anonymity. | wasn't anyone from anywhere. 


Five 


My latest band dissolved. The singer ended up in the morgue. The only emotion | could muster up about it was 


a blank stare. 


The sun was massacring me every day. | hid from its rays in dark rooms. I'd moved on from smoking heroin to 
shooting it. There was quite a little ritual involved. Burn the black tar on a spoon, the bottom of the spoon 
black from how many times this has been done before. Cotton ball to suck up the excess, and then draw the 
syringe back to fill it. Then use the blue tourniquet to wrap around a bicep to make a vein pop. Truthfully my 
veins were getting to be few and far between, but I'd tap on them like a crazy nurse in some ER. willing to do 
anything to save the patient and eventually one would rise from the dead. And then, shoot. And then, the bliss 
and the reward, the gentle feeling of floating away. 


I'd find a new band, | had to. Or maybe we could just replace the singer. | didn't know and | didn't care, but | 
was thinking of switching back to the guitar. It was getting a little dusty sitting there in the corner. Where the 


hell was the damn maid? 


In my more lucid moments | knew this wasn't any way to live. | had to give up this heroin or die from it, and 
maybe | wasn't quite willing to die just yet. But it hurt so much to quit. I'd done it before. I'd suffered through 
the withdrawal, the nausea and the vomiting and the shitting and the sweating, the feeling like you were going 
to die. 'd scraped hairbrushes up and down my legs because of the crazy itching. I'd watched my face and 


eyes take on the sallow yellow tones of jaundice. 


| had a room | was renting and financing with drug sales. The room looked out over the back of an alley, and 
customers just came right there. The room was in disarray. The bed didn't have any sheets, take-out boxes 


were piled in the corners. Who was eating here? | couldn't remember when | had my last meal. 


It was raining. That was rare here. | watched the rain come down in sheets and cover everything, making 
everything look dark and clean. I'd just fixed and it was the best time to believe that | could give it up for good. 
| could be free of it and get a normal job during the day and play music at night and stop this roller coaster | 


was On. 


Knocks at the door. My eyes slid toward the noise and paranoid thoughts crammed into my head. Cops. Some 
girl's boyfriend or husband had tracked me down and wanted to kill me. A fellow drug dealer | might have 
screwed over and he was here to settle the score. More knocks and | considered slipping out the window and 


blending into the night and the rain. 
| went to the door against my better judgment and opened it. Standing there, dripping wet, his hair looking dark 
brown because it was saturated, was Axl. Axl. | stared, my mouth hanging open, the dope still coursing through 


my veins. 


"Hi," he said, and his teeth were chattering. LA. rain could be cold. He was dressed in layers, shirts over shirts, 


his hick boots under his jeans. Despite the layers | could tell he'd lost weight and | wondered if he was doing 


drugs, too. | wondered how long he had been here. | wondered if he had been searching for me the whole time. 


"Oh my God, Axl?" | said, like | wasn't sure it was him. He was Indiana. He didn't belong here. He was a whole 


other part of my life. 
"Yeah," he said, his voice deep and just the same. He looked so sad, so skinny, so dripping wet and lost. 


| pulled him into my messy little room and hugged him, feeling the damp clothes and his bones underneath. He 
stiffened at first but then he relaxed and almost sagged against me. 


"It was so hard to find you," he said, his words muffled against my neck. | wondered if he was angry because | 


had taken off and didn't tell him a thing. 


| pulled away and looked at him. He was still so beautiful, more beautiful than any guy should be. | brushed his 


dripping wet hair away from his eyes. 


‘lm sorry," | said, not that sure what | was apologizing for. He shrugged and looked around at the mess. | didn't 


care. 


"Look, you're soaking wet," | said, leading him to the bare mattress. He allowed himself to be lead, and | slipped 
the open button up shirt he was wearing off of him, and then | tugged at the T-shirt until it came up and off 
over his head. His ribs were more prominent than they had been when we lived in Indiana, when he was eating 
fairly regularly. | ran my hands down them, feeling the xylophone rib cage, feeling him shiver at my touch. | 
licked my lips. 


| leaned in to kiss him, not sure if he'd allow it, not sure if he was pissed at me. His eyes closed, and | saw the 
reddish gold of his eyelashes against his pale cheeks. | felt his lips against mine again, and now all | could taste 
was cigarettes and hunger, acidic juices with nothing to do. | trailed my hands down his chest and stomach, 
thinking | might just fuck him right here because | wanted to. | didn't care if he had been angry with me. He 
couldn't have been that angry or he wouldn't have come searching for me thousands of miles away from 


where we had started. 


'Izzy-" he started to say but | clamped down on his mouth to make him stop. | didn't want to hear whatever it 
was, whatever incrimination or admonition it might be that would pass by his lips. I'd left. | tried to start a new 


life without him and here he was, uninvited. 


“Shhhhh," | said when | pulled away, and | reached for the button to his jeans. He wanted to come here and be 
in my life, so the least he could do was be quiet while | tried to enjoy it. 


Six 


‘lm hungry," Axl said, rolling over on the bed and leaning over it to talk to me where | sat on the floor. The 
sun was coming in full force through the curtain-less window. | rolled my eyes up toward him while | dug out 
the shit for my next fix. | had some money crammed into my pocket from my last sale, and | pulled it out and 


handed it to him, a dirty pile of ones and fives. 


"Go get something," | said, barely glancing at him. He was skinny, his hair was long and stringy, his clothes were 
all wrinkled because he slept in them but still he was beautiful, so beautiful. He blinked at the money that was 
suddenly in his hand, and | heard the shift of his weight on the mattress as he stood up and started searching 
for his boots. 


"They're under the bed," | said before he asked. | had to admit it was kind of nice having him around, having 
someone so familiar around that you could answer their questions before they asked them. Maybe | was a 


little homesick and maybe | had missed him more than | let on, even to myself. 


"Thanks," he said, for the money, for showing him where his boots were, for letting him stay with me. His 
gratitude was all encompassing. | barely nodded as | prepared the shot, the lovely little shot. 


Nodding out for hours, the world drifting away. | didn't care about anything, just escape. Hours went by, the 
sky darkened by inches outside, the purple twilight obscured by smog. Axl hadn't come back. | didn't want to 
worry but in the back of my mind | worried. What if something happened to him, something bad? Bad things 


were always happening to him. 


| closed my eyes and remembered all the bruises that were on him when we lived in Indiana, the remnants of 
all those beatings. | remembered how him and his sister and brother could all have this hyperactivity thing 
going on, this weird ability to act like everything was all right. But it would crack with him once in a while, like 
when he'd get in fights at school, the anger and rage in his eyes out of all proportion to the situation. 


| shook my head and peered out into the darkness, seeing the squares of lights from apartment windows and 
the edges of neon signs. Where was he? He'd be fine, he was an adult now, he could take care of himself. | fell 


asleep leaning up against the wall by the window, worrying even in my sleep. 


"Jesus, where the fuck were you?" | said when he came back hours and hours and hours later. | was out of 
heroin temporarily and beginning to feel the effects. Or | imagined | could feel the effects, it was actually too 
early for junk sickness to start kicking in. 


He looked surprised that | was so upset, and it was surprising. | hadn't been like that in Indiana. He could come 


and go as he pleased back then, but it was different here. Things were more sinister here and we didn't belong 


here. Any terrible thing could have happened, he could have been killed, left for dead in a gutter. 


"Uh, | was out, just kind of, uh, looking around.."he trailed off, and | imagined | could feel the wave of nausea 
trying to knock me out. My little rat mind tried to figure out where and how to get the next fix, and | stood 
and reached for him, wanting to feel his solidness with my hands and arms, and he let himself be pulled into 


my embrace. 
It's different here, it's dangerous." | whispered in his ear, and he put his head down on my shoulder. 


| lead him to the bed with no sheet, such a trash apartment, and | thought for a second about having a nice 
place to live and nice things, fresh crisp sheets and pictures on the walls and all of it. He was lying down and | 
was next to him, and | played with the collar of his shirt, twisting the fabric between my fingers. | felt 
different now, | remembered how it was before | left Indiana, how he was always attacking me in dark rooms 
and empty parks and cars. Things had twisted here somehow, and | was the one who needed him, not the other 
way around. | tugged gently on some strands of his hair and wished he'd leave because | didn't want that, | 
didn't want to want anyone. 


He turned, freeing himself from my fingers fiddling with his clothes and his hair, and he straddled me. | felt his 
full weight on my stomach, felt the limited ability to breathe and | was smothered again. Had | thought | 


needed him like he needed me? 


"You were worried," he said, smiling, leaning over me and down to kiss me. | didn't agree with him about being 
worried, and | flicked his tongue away with mine. He put his hands over mine, entwining his fingers with mine, 
and kept kissing me. If | wasn't so weak and heading toward cold turkey sickness I'd flip him over and fuck him 
right here, right in front of the open window for all of LA. to see. 


chapter | 


| moaned between the kisses, and | could see the room through his sheet of red hair, that particular shade | 
thought I'd never see again. | reached up to grab it, tugging lightly, feeling his tongue in my mouth, his weight 
on my stomach, and even though he was skinny | was skinnier. Its what junk did. It whittled you away. 


| wanted him, | did, more than | ever did in Indiana, but | felt sick, or thought | did. What did | want more, him 


or heroin? There was no way to divide my desire. But | was out of one and had all of the other. 


"Axl, Jesus," | said, pushing down my desire for a fix, pushing up against him so we were equal for a moment, 
and then | got on top of him, looking at the way he looked up at me, his green/blue eyes flickering and changing 


hue even as | stared. 


I'd found some heroin, well, went to the dealers and bought some, and | cooked it up while Axl watched. There 
wasn't any judgment in his eyes although | half expected there to be. He looked on wide eyed, smoking cigarette 
after cigarette, glancing out the window and toward the wall. | felt his eyes on me and the drug and the works, 
but | wasn't about to offer him any. It had been in short supply lately and | could tell myself that it wouldn't 
be good for him like it wasn't good for me, that | was protecting him. Beneath that lovely little lie was the 
truth of my selfishness. | wanted it all for me. 


He watched me like a little cat across the room and | thought of his parents, how strict they were, how they 
lectured him about everything while simultaneously believing he was doing everything, but maybe their 


lectures got in his head, making him reluctant to try certain things. 


There was a look in his eyes before he glanced away, toward the corners of the room, a look of trepidation 


and fear, and | knew | could offer him a nice little hit and get away with it. 


"Axl," | said, the needle poised above my exposed vein. He looked at me quick, me, the needle in my hand, me 


again. 
"Yeah?" he said, his voice deep and cracking. 


"Want to try it?" | said, and he shook his head no. 


Oblivion Was all the chasing after this drug and the stress and dealing with dealers and the general nightmare 
of procuring it worth this? | floated away down that river, that channel in your own head where the pleasure 


centers exploded like fireworks on the 4th of July. On the crest of the wave | thought it was worth it 


When | came down and was just me again, just feeling lower than | ever had before, | noticed that it was dark 
outside and the neon lights were buzzing. Axl was gone. Again. It was getting harder and harder to keep track 
of him. Maybe this place wouldn't be like Indiana, where he only had me and the rest of the state was filled 

with scared little hicks, hayseeds. Only me and him were the same. Everyone like us, restless, bored kids who 
wanted more than stifled small towns could offer, everyone like that was here. Maybe | didn't have the same 


pull on him anymore. 


| went to the window and looked out, seeing cars and pink and green neon lights and darkness. | felt the 
splintered wood beneath my fingertips and craned my head out, trying to see him in that mess. | thought | 
wanted to be rid of him, free thousands of miles away. Now | didn't know what | wanted. 


It was daylight again, but the smoggy gray quality of the daylight made it impossible to tell what time of day 
it was. All my regular dealers were out of stuff, or | didnt have enough money, | wasn't sure which. I'd left 
the last one with the arrogant thought that I'd just kick and be done with the whole stupid thing, but the need 
for it was crawling up my cells again, shriveling them in the wake of the desire, the need. My stomach 
cramped and | doubled over, and the bare mattress was scratchy against my cheek | felt tears on my cheeks, 


making the mattress slightly damp, and | fought down the need to vomit all over everything. 


"What's wrong with you?" Axl said, his voice somewhere above me. How would he know what was wrong with 
me? In Indiana we only had pot and beer and pills, uppers and downers. | couldn't recall any junkies in Lafayette, 
Indiana. Maybe they were there, holed up in rooms above bars, scrounging together enough money for just one 


fix. 


"Nothing, I'm fine," | said, my voice a croaky little squeak. | heard the sound of his boots on the bare wood 
floor, but | couldn't tell if he was coming closer to me or moving away. All the sounds were warped and 


distorted in my sickness. 


| felt like | couldn't open my eyes or the blinding headache | had would get much worse and the pain might split 
my head open. Why hadn't | planned for this? Why hadn't | set aside some of that fucking heroin when | had 
enough of it? | swallowed hard, feeling the nausea rock me like | was on a boat. | knew why | hadn't saved any, 
why | hadn't planned ahead. It was because every fix was my last. I'd kick this drug and get a halfway decent 
band together and shit would get better. That was always the plan, and it always fell apart. | reached out my 
arm, trying to beckon Axl over to me, trying to tell him where to go and who to pay to get me just enough 
heroin to make it through this day. 


"Axl," | croaked out, a dying man in the desert, the water on the horizon just a mirage, a cruel trick of the 


eyes and brain 


"Axl?" 


